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let in the Rhone valley where you eat better than a god
for nineteen francs and keep out Geneva, where Calvin
walked by Lake Leman if he ever went out of doors. It
would let in Burgundy and Paris and the South Coast
and London, and keep out Lille, Roubaix, Tourcoing,
Liege, Birmingham, Leeds, and the Black Country. We might
let out a little loop line through the forest of the Ardennes
and so take in Brussels which has still some lowsy, frowsy
quarters and one perfect restaurant and a gallery of nearly
perfect Primitives with the best Brueghel and the best
Poussin and the best Kranachs in the world . . . and the
best market square-
Then we should draw the line across the Atlantic, taking
in the Azores and the Madeiras and the Canaries and landing
in South New Jersey. So we should take in Maryland and
Delaware and all the land that Messrs. Dixon and Mason
considered to be beneath their line—as far South as the
Northern shores of the Gulf of Mexico. Thus we could keep
out Pennsylvania where there has been no Crisis. And
slipping up through the parts of New Jersey that are below
the line, we could loop in Trenton and Rutgers and Prince-
ton because of her spire—and I wouldn't resent it if you
let in the bathing-places on the coast and any truck-garden-
ing-small-producing townships . . . and Elizabeth because
Steevie is buried there . . . and that filling-station where
the bus stopped and there were nice lawns and bright
flowers and they were mowing with scythes. . . . And
anywhere else you like until we go over the Palisades and
take in New York where—I had almost said : Thank God—
the Crisis was about as bad as could be,
Yes, we must get in New York. ... I for the moment
am bossing this Route, if you please, and I'm damned if
I will leave out the only great city that I can inhabit with
comfort. ... I know that, when it is a matter of climate,
the patient New Yorker will insist on my inserting here a
note—as to how the steam heating of all the apartments I
have had in the course of a generation on Manhattan Island
invariably gave up whenever the thermometer went below
freezing. . , . Invariably! And the steam-heating of all

